She rushed to the unmade bed, snatched up a rug
which had served as a coverlet, threw it over the
bed, and then, with a quick movement, flung the
window wide.

"This place stinks!"

Part of the sheet showed under the coverlet droop-
ing to the floor.

"It wasn't like that with me. Our love had a future.
When morning came, it didn't frighten us: we didn't
just yawn and part. Ours was a love which could keep
things tidy, which could live an ordered existence, in
a room with a well-polished floor. Jean!"

The name came from her lips like a whimper.
"Jean! Jean!"

She sat down in an arm-chair, slowly rubbing her
belly. Her voice had a complaining note.

"When I was young I loved sleeping with flowers
in my bed. I am really just a little girl, you know,
I haven't changed. You must listen to me because I
am only a little girl,"

She closed her eyes. The look upon her face was
one of unconcern. It seemed to express nothing at
all. Into what inner world had she withdrawn?

"At the time of the general exodus we took to the
roads. The Germans opened fire on us. My doll was
killed. For a long time my arms were empty; then Jean
came, and I have killed him."
"He's not dead, Claire."

"He is not dead, but I have killed him. The bullet
will one day pierce his flesh, our flesh. What sort of
a wound will it make? No, no, that's not true!"
"Think of your parents, Claire."
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